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J Country-Men, who are ſo 
generous as to pardon me for 
—31 writing and publiſhing a Poem 
Sep facred to the Memory of Mr. 
== + Fo0rD, will not readily con- 
diemn the faſhionable Liberty 
1 ww I uſe in affixing a Preface to it. 
I need only addreſs thoſe meaner Spirits, in an 
| Apology, who, it they bore not a ſecret Grullge 
at the Character and Fame of that ingenious 
Enxgliſb Gentleman, very much diſprove my Dif 
polition and Conduct in endeavouring to per- 
petuate his Name, whilſt I pay the laſt Tribute of 
Reſpe& to my departed Friend, bY 


= 
| 
4 


Tho there is no Set of Men more liable to Cen. 
| fure, yet none are more univerſally indulg d with 


Ss, The PREFACE. 


4 Licence to appear in Publick, than Poetick Au- 


| 


| 


Pleas. for publiſhing their Compoſures. Some 


thors. As they have many Occaſions and Mo- 
tives to write, ſo they never want abundance of 


print at the Requeſt of their Friends, others to 


vindicate, or do Juſtice to themſelves and their 


Benefactors: Some for ſake of good Company, 7 


and for Diverſion: And others, acting from a 
noble Principle, ſpread their Labours to 
an impolite and corrupt Age, by working on the 
Paſſions, quickning the Spirits, and railing agree- 
able Pictures in the Imaginations of Men. For 
my - Part, as I never wanted an Excuſe for writ- 
ing or publiſhing the Sentiments of my Muſe ; fo 


1 can ſay, with a great deal of Integrity, that this | 


"4 
x 


particular Performance had never been devis'd, if | 


Gratitude and Friendſhip had not pointed out my 
Theme: Nor had it been publiſh'd, if ſufficient | - 
Judges, (who have done me the Honour to per- 


uſe and approve it) had not ſollicited me to ex- 
5ofe it, and aſſured me, that, beſide the Proof it 


be uſeful to every intelligent Reader, who lives 
with reference to his latter End, and maintains a 
- juſt Concern about his State in a future World. 


But in ſpite of all the Excuſes I can plead, the 
Reader will find fault, if he has a mind to Cen- 
ſure, I have the Pleaſure however to think, that 
the honourable and worthy Perſons, of whatever 
Degree and Station, who, conſcious of Mr. 
Fooxvp's Merits, expreſsd a generous Con- 
a 5 cern 


rs of my Reſpect for Mr, Foo x o, it might 


_—_ 


of it to any one of them. They may eaſily 
diſcern * Character I have drawn of 


8 
- — Od —— — — 
— — — — —R:— — 


of the Poem. 


— — 


The PREFACE. © 1. 
( for him whilſt he liv'd, will alſo defend 


il with my ſelf to make a formal Dedication 


that the Theme is, tho? the Strains ſhould: not be. 
worthy their Patronage. I have only to add, with 
Refpett to the Verlſification, that, altho Nature 


| was more attended to than Art in the Compoſure, 


if the Lines can't ſtand the Trial of good and im- 
partial Criticks, I 


I preſume it may not be impertinent, on this 


Occaſion, to tell the narrow Souls of my Profeſ- 


|  fion, who have frequently expreſsd their Diſſatiſ- 


faction with my Practice in Poetry, and grum- 


bled at the ſmall Reputation I have got on the 
Account of ſome late Performances, that this is 
likely to be the laſt time they and the World ſhall 
be troubled with my Muſe. Yet tis not to oblige 
them, or becauſe I dread their Indignation, or 


repent of my Labours, that I bid her Farewell: 


to his MEMORY, tho? I could: not 


beg no Body to open in favour 


- 
— — — —— oy ————_ — 


But becauſe I have furninſh'd my ſelf enough with 
the Aid ſhe can afford, and which I always judg'd 
one good Mean to fit a young Man for the ſacred 
Office of the Miniſtry, It was with this View I 
have been at ſome Pains to ſtudy the Nature and 
Art of Poetry, when I had Leiſure to unbend 
- my Mind from more ſevere Enqueries : And after 
Practiſing it for ſome Years, as I found Occafion, 


'  wſeful to Theologues than the reading of many 


uk The PREDACE 
Tint noReluBtance in my Mind to recommend 
tt to all my 71 who are, or ſhall be E 
' venturd'to uſe this Freedom, if I had ever | 
heard, or read the ſame Sentiments directly de- 
_ liver'd by any of our Clergy : And 1 muſt own, 
I have often wonder'd, that, amongſt all the Di- 
reftories and Helps offer'd to prepare and qualify « | 
Perfon for preaching well, Poetry is ſo much for- il 
got; I had almoſt faid ridicyl'd and contem d. 
But as I am conſcious of the Good and Advantage 
of ſtudying Poetry, ſo whatever ConſtruQion 
our very zealous, and leſs polite People put up- 
on me, I am not aſham'd nor afraid to declare 
it & my Sentiment, that the Study of it is no leſs 


Syſtems of Divinity ; and that as the Uſe of Re- | 
ligion in Poetry is necellary to raiſe it to the 1 
greateſt Exaltation of which ſo noble an Art is 
capable, ſo Poetry is requiſite to Religion in 
order to its making more torcible Impreſſions on 
the Minds of Men. „„ 


If other People have form'd Ideas of Poetry 
different from thoſe which I conceive, or take it 
in a Zenſe different from mine, we will not readi- 
Iy be much divided in our Opinions. "Tis very 
| probable, I would not approve, far leſs recom 
mend the Study and Practice of Poetry to any 
Man, in the Senſe that too many fooliſhly 
conſider it. I have-often had Occaſion to con- 

verſe with People, particularly with ſome of my 
4 * 


Tie PREFACE vi. 
own Profeſſion, who have in my Company run 


down, and declared againſt it, with a great deal of 
Heat; but when 1 oblery'd they were railing a- 


gainſt ſome Creature of their own Fancy, and | 
notat that which I call Poetry; I found it expedient 
_ to join them, or be altogether unconcern d 


That I may conclude this Preface (which I own 
is intollerably tedious to the Reader, tho" re- 
quiſite to be made by one in my Circumſtances 
and State.) I beg leave only to add, that I know 
nothing more fit, while Blood and Spirits, Imagi- 
nation and Paſſion, make up a Part of our Na- 
| tures, than Poetry rightly underſtood and ma- 
nag d, to improve our Souls, as a powerful 
Charm to draw us from Vice, and engage us on 
the Side of Religion and Virtue. Happy are 
they who are above the Means of this and other 
| uſeful Arts: Who being all Intelligence, ſtript ot 
' Fleſh and Blood, have arriv'd at that perfect State 
the Saints enjoy, where a bare Abſtraction of 
Thought, and orderly ranging of Ideas ferve 
hen Turn. res PROT : 


| 3 3. Page 3, laſt line, after was, 274 lent? P. 9, 1, 14, for which *1 
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; To the MEMORY of = 
1. Joszrn Fooxo, * D. P, 


H E Mouſe that has ſung, in mournful Strains, 
A Brother's Death, the Cauſe of doleful Pains 
New plung'd in Sorrow, and depriy'd of Peace, 
In Funeral Verſe, laments a Friend's Deceafe. 
Aid me, thou Spirit that inſpir'd him, well = 
His Character, and our Diſtreſs to tell: 
So Juſt, ſo lively draw each Thought and Line, 1] 
That all may own the Labour is Divine, * 


And mix their Streams of ſacred Tears with mine. } 4 
* 1 


Net can 1 july 3 be is gone 
Ta better Worlds, and left us here to Groan. 


[C4] 
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t fuch our Weakneſs, f ſuch our Frailty is, 
What eder Nature fore we take amils. 


We find a ſtrange Uneaſieneſs to part 


With thoſe who once had Intereſt in our Heart. 

By Simpathy we ſuffer in their Wounds : 

Their Abſence grieves us, and their Death confound, 
The more our Friends were uſeful onee and kind, 


The greater Sorrow ſeizes on our Mind. 


This Tenderneſs hath bounteous Nature ſown 
In every Dal, but largely in mine own. 


Poor aches Man ! with Woes ſucceſſive worn, 


By Cares conſum' d, by ſtruggling Paſſions torn, = 


How ſoon thy Will, to Fancy yields the Throne, 


And Hope and Fears, _—_ wy weak Reaſon down ? 


The World's 2 Scene where all our Jors are e Dreams; L 


. ev ty Pleaſure mix'd with Sorrow ſeems; 


Short 


—— — 


„ 


08 0 
Short 1iv'd our Hopes, bur ſolid are our Pains; 


Our Freedom fickle, but fevere our Chains. 
We walk as in a Labyrinth to find 
Uabroken Calmneſs and Content of Mind : : 


But freſh AMi&ions riſe i in ev'ry Path; 


5 And our whole Life is th' Avenue of Death, | 


Such is the State of humane Kind on Earth, 
Sorrow ſalutes us at our early Birth” 
Embark'd in Trouble, Labour, Care and Strife, 


i Our Death commences at the Dawn of Life. 


Aſſoon as born, we haſten to the Tomb, 


Few are our Days, and certain is our Doom. 


The Flame of Life doth, as a lambent Fire, 
Blaze bright, but ere diſcover'd well, expire, 


And yet alas! we live as if we were 
Eternally to have Exiſtence here. 


Yer ſay, ye Sages, (who, if any; can 


Explain Heav'ns Way of managing to Man) 
Say, Why are Gifts for Moments only ſent? 


To Morrow taken, what to Day was ? 


A 3 


What we admir'd ſo ſhort a while before? 


Juſt in their bloom, ere ripned, diſappear > 
| Whether more grateful ſhall we be for Lives, 


- Dark and perplex'd are Heay'ns bewildring Ways; 
3 In vain weak we wou d trace their myſtick Maze. 
Better than G0 o can we direct Affairs, 


Can we in Whirlwinds ride along the Skys, 


Raſh Mortals muſt not tax the Sovereign King, 


+4 4 
Why are. we doom'd for Ages to deplote 


Tell me, why Beauties that all Nature cheer 


Or angry at the Hand that us of all deprives ? 


Be huſh my Muſe, and rev rendly attend 
The Providence thou can ſt not comprehend. 


His Balance hold, and mend the mighty Spheres? 
Can we, like him, explore the hidden Deep, 


Where Treaſures ly, and ſcaly Nations Creep ? 5 | 


And, wrapt in Clouds, elude Man's wondring Eyes 2 


P: Ka od, o * a 
„ 


He whoſe vaſt Knowledge only graſps the Ball, 
With Skill, can clear his Diſpenſations all. 


Nor ſeek for Reaſons from its mighty Spring. 
Ss Soon, 
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N Soon, very ſoon, it wou'd o'recharge our Senſe 
To glance the Cauſe, and Chain of pow'rful Providence. 


Yet tho, with Patience, we muſt bear our r Croſs, 


f In vain we Labour not to mourn our Loſs. 
Do not then, Mortals of a harder Frame, 
My pieſent Sorrows and Affliction blame. 


F 00RD was my Friend, a Brother of my Te IRS 
Greiy'd at my Pains, and Happy in my Joys. 


Our Love with our firſt Interviews began, 


And roſe, as Youth did ripen into Man. 
Our Studies help? d to make th' Alliance ſure, 


Which equal Tempers claim'd by Right before, 


Can 1 forget the gay, the pleaſant Days, 
When, wandring, we thro Nature us'd to gaze ? 
When, Hand in Hand, we wander'd unconfin'd, 


'And bent our Thoughts to cultivate our Mind ? 


Beneath the Pale-fac'd Moon we often walk'd, 


And as we freely thought, we freely talk d. 
Our boundleſs Souls from Theme to Theme would tore, 
| Explore the Skys, and tread the Realms above 


Az With 


Ls] 
With Light inte: tor penetrate the Clouds, 
And ſearch the Deepths which Nature wiſely Shrowds. 


_— 


With what Deli ght, by Reaſons Influence, | | 
We took our Flight beyond material Senſe 2 
Innerer can, without torment ing Pain, 

| Call back th Ideas, to my Mind again : 
| Think how to Heights of Virtue we wou'd riſe, 
And view Religion freed from all Piſguiſc : 


As from a Bay, look down on humane Kird 
| Bewilder'd i in the Maze of Life, e | 
* When others Ship-wreck, kept us on the Shore, 
14 And ſhew:d us Dangers unobſerv'd before. 3 . q 
1 *Twas then, my Soul, thou learnꝰdſt the ſacred Laws | 

Of Nature; and explor d their hidden Cauſe : 

Survey d the Author of this mighty Ball, 

The great Creator and Original: 

b Diſtinguiſh d Fate from ruling Providence, 


Error from Truth, and Ignorance from Senſe, 


With want of Learning, fore ceproack'd G Jus Name, 


Who inly murmur d at his 2110S Fame. 


DEE 


1 
Ofc I have wiſhed on the other Side, 
My Genius were as eminently wid: : | 
And oft Remorſe has ſciz d my Mind that RY I 
| 
4 


| Have ſtudied Letters and Philoſophy, 
Ar our learn'd Sear, with far leſs Induſtry. 


Wat Art he wanted, Nature did compleat; 
And ſeem'd to lay her Treaſure at his Fect. 
| Ne'er did I know, and I deſpair to find 
A more obliging, open, gerercus Mind: 
Like the great Paterns of Religion, kree, 
Civil, Ingenuous, full of Charity, 


4. Eager to learn, of Favours mindful long, 


With Patience bearing, but nc'er off ring Wrong. 


| Moſt People blindly to 2 Seer adhere, 
And hold what firſt by them received wer 
Without impartia! ſearching after Truth, 
Their Age maintains what they obe) d in Youth, 
They, as obſequious Papiſts at the Hcart, 
2 From their own Church and Cergy fear to Kart, 
= By Education mis'rably miſled, 
i S they believe, becauſe they were ſo bred. 


Or 


121 
EE... bs ahi or wrofie; feſolv'd they ate to own 
The Principles their Fathers handed down, 
And ſtill fo Wiſe, infallibly they are, 
That to each Notion of their own they'll ſwear, 
' Damning all thoſe that differ from their Way, 
Yet perhaps have a juſter Light than they. 
Not ſo my Foo, who, zealous for the Right, 
Jadg'd for himſelf, and took an early Flight. 
No Promiſes, no Motives could controul 
The Liberty and Freedom of his Soul. 
Than hurt his Conſcience, he would hazard all, 
Content with any Lot that ſhou'd befall. 
| He ſcorr'd that Childhood ſhou'd impoſe on Man, 
And Judgement ſhould go on, as Ignorance began. 


Yet rather than add Fewel to the Flame, 
By joining Parties — our eternal Shame 

He chus d a poor, tho” not inglorious Life 
Expos d to Envy, tho' ſecure from Strife. 
He judg d the ſafeſt Courſe when Billows roar, 
T'enjoy bat upon the fixed Shoar. 


. / HO 


| 
= 


To blaſt the Fame that ſoars ſerene above. 
There is 4 Luſt in Man to rake Offence 


Whether they think may leſſen the Renown, —  * 
And ſink the Credit of their Neighbour downuw — |, 
On Eagles Wings our Party Seandals fly, „5 


Both Sides lefs Pity and Regard wou'd ſhew. 
' Safety in hor Extreams is never kom: 
X He Rev'venge puy'd 16 bork, | but wou'd be ted by ma 


White real Merit languiſhing doth lye. 

Unleſs we ſay, and a& as others do, 
M.alicious Tongues which ſtob our Virtue thre?, 5 
Or publickly our Foes declare their Spleen, 


Or murder us behind fair Friendfhip's ſacred Screen; 


Not ſoon provoł d, but ready to forgive, 
; Paticnt to ſuffer, willing to believe, 


t 5 1 
Tho' well, by being mibyaſs d, he knew 


| Ungenerons Minds a fecret Art improve | 


When none is giv'n, and ſpread, with Diligedce, > 


O Charity! Thou modeſt, eaſy Gueſt, 
That formſt a Heay'n within a humane Breaſt, 


Exert 


UL w 

Exert thy Pow'r and Influence again, 

And bind diſtracted Mortals in thy Chain: 
The Heav'nly Love and Peace to Earth reſtore. 


Thar once obtain d in golden Times before, 
' E're Error, Faction, and Miſchief began 


Io taint the Chriſtian Name, and break the < Quiet of Man. 


| Thrice happy. 1 who Prejudice ſurmount, 
And, than offend, endure the fiery Burnt 

Of thoſe, who by their Politicks, tranſgreſs 

The Rules of Charity, and Law of Peace. 

Grant, righteous Heav'n, that | may till be free 

From Prejudice, from Pride, and Jealouſy, 

Ne'er forc'd for Want of Wealth, to flatter Fools, 


Or worſhip Knaves, aud part with Virtue's Rules. 


Thus ſtill maintaining an impartial Mind, 
To all Men charitable, juſt, and kind, 
In lowly Circumſtances, yet content, 
| My Fricnd, * few, but uſeful Vlies ſpent. 


Tell me, ye Sages, what true Wiſdom is, 
| If not the lame, or very much like this? 


To 


Ow 2 id 


(un) 
To be in ev xy State of Life ſerene, 
Without all cheerful, and compos d within; 
| By Reaſon Law govern the furious Will, 
Controul the Paſſions, and be conſtant ſtill. 
Such was young Foord, in the moſt adverſe Ser, | 
Calm and unrufflcd, generous and great. 
Bravely he bore againſt the ſwelling Tides, 
And truſted Heav'n, that for its own provides. 
Grat eful for che Allowance that he had, 
His ſteddy Soul in Por erty was glad. 
i Want ranght him Prudence, as it Quickined Wit, 1 * 
And turn 4 Affliction to a Benefit: 
At once it try' d, and ſtrengthned Patience well, 
4 Mended his Life, and made his Mind —_ 


Poor, blinded i Men, by dang'rous Paſſions led, 

; Adore the Idol, their own Fancy's made; 

| Wich Toil and Care, they purchaſe an Eſtate, 
And ſeckivg Freedom, ſervile Chains create. 

Beneath the Bait, ſome latent Miſchiefs 1 

And what they court, proves guilded Miſery. 


: Such Wir, ſuch Humour innocently gay: 

- In all Conditions hearty, and ſincere, 

' Pow'rful in Preaching, and intenſe in Prayer; 
Graceful without, and Orthodox within, 


All Autumn's Ripeneſs, in his Spring was found, 
And blooming Youth, with hoary Wiſdom, crown'd, 


And make its Vot'rys wretch'd and unrefin'd : 


And Grace, with Breeding, cannot diſagree, 


Co 


Nor Fields, nor Flocks enereaſe the hoarded Store; 


„ 2 more. 


* Give me, O Pow r (Who, with paternal Care, 


cc * Makes humble Souls thy choſen Comfort's Share; ) 
* Yirtue, like that, by which my FookD inſpir'd, 


In the worſt State, a real Fame acquir d: 


Pl never enyy them whoſe Riches flow, 
Nor ſhall a Wrinkle brood upon my Brow, 


| When ſhall I ſee a Youth like him diſplay | 


A good Companion, and a ſound Divine! 


He ſhow'd Religion does not damp the Mind, 


That Clergy too, fine Gentlemen may be, 


i 


He 


5 How he behav'd where God delights to- dwell. 
How were ye raviſh'd when ye heard him wank. 
*. hunder forth Law, and milder Goſpel reach? 
' Tho? harſh the Precept, with peculiar Skill, | 
He wrought your Minds into Compliance flill : | 


3 ] 


| He bad the pow'rful Art, with native Eaſe, =» 
To rouze the Mind, to entertain, to pleaſe. © 


Who was not charm'd in Company with him, | 


Who ſat impatient, weary of his Time, 


Was proudly Wiſe, or miſcrably Dull, 


A very Coxcomb, or ne'er had a Soul. 


Jet when he found Occaſion to be grave, 
Talk' d of Religion, and à Soul to ſave, 


How have Ihear'd with Pleaſure and Surprize, 
And ſeen his Heart expos'd without Diſguiſe ? 


Sweet was his Accent, and his Action free, 


_ Earneſt his Looks, but grac'd with Sanctity: : 


His Fancy quick, but ſolid was his Senſe, 
Adorn'd with all the Charms of innate ** 


Unhappy ye, his Hearers once, can tell 


Yer 


. 1 141 
With bis Diſcourſes; than their Miniſtet 


Tho? Crowds attended whereſoe'cr he preath's, 


Conceit and Pride his Boſom never reach'd : 

One Man's Eſteem he reckon'd greater Praiſe 
Than Multitudes, that ſcarce do more than gaze. 
Tis good to have the Vulgar on our Side, 

Tho dang rous in their Humours to confide; 

8 They make and unmake Characters at Will: 

Like noify Winds, they veer at random till. 

He's wiſe who does not blind Obedience pay 


To thoſe, who govern all in rheir Pindarick Way, - 


True he was popular; but not by Arr; 
Nature had form'd him to perſwade the Heart. 

Polite his Method, and his Language were, 

Let eaſy, and adapted to the Ear. 

He neer with Trifles did our Time beguile, 

No long fore'd Periods ſpoil'd his Pulpit Stile: 
But ſolid Matter likely to do good, 

Was his Delight, and our ſpiritual Food. 


ne 


| Think if they flouriſh well, "ris nobly done: 
_ | Afﬀe&ing to diſcover mighty Store — 
Of Wit and Learning, ate at Boztom poor. 


= 


Ts 3 
Some * Youths, rais d to a Pulpit Throne, 


Their Study is to gain upon the Ear, 


And make their Sermons elegant appear, 


While better Judges of true Language know 
Their Stile is Bombaſt, or profoundly low, + 


Others in rude Simplicity delight,” 
And prattle what they took no Pains to writes -- 


| More than to God's, to their own Spirit cruſt I 
Inſtruct us not ſo much as they diſguſt: od 

They think if they have read ſome Syſtems « Oer, 
Their Heads, with Branches down to Tan Store ; ; 


The Work is done, they're for the Pulpit fit, 
And, when they're fix'd, we ſee what comes of it. 


All ſuch Extremes my Fo 00RD, with Caution, ſhun'd; 


We neither loath d, nor ſtarved at his Fund. 
The dene Scripennes the beſt Liana are : 


— 


—— — —Lͤ— O ¶ —— —U— —  —  —— — 2 — 


| More than dufl Syſtems, he was furniſh'd well, 


—— 


1 #6 J 


Soo 


Leam'd God's Mind beg, and fait notto t! 
No ſenſeleſs Notions floated in his Bran- 
He broughs to Publick nothing falle, or vain. | 
 T'inform the Judgment, and the Practice guide, | 
Was all he had, if he had any Pride. | 
| Thus many in the Goſpel Net he caught, = i 
| Tho ſhort his Life, he lbour d nor for nought, —| 
We thought when we beheld his gocdly Frame, | 
He wou d live long, and gain a higher Name; | 
But Bleſſings ſeldom are ſincere below, 1 | | 
Or very ſoon, e re well enjoy d, they luv. ; 
Charming they ſeem, but will not with us dwell, 1 
L. Glagans of Heat, they dne Storms foretell. 
Poor Man! How ſhort, how tranſient are cy Day 
'As a ſwift, glaring Meteor they blaze. | 
5 80 low, and ſo uncertain is our State, 
Tenants at Will we are to ruling Fate. 
It only lends the Life it ſeems to gire, 
And makes our Time, like Vapoprs, fpgitive; 


- } 


ys? | 


; 
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| Soon at an End is all our boaſted Pride; 

What flows high now, will very ſoon ſubſide. 
| Silver and Gold can not the Minutes ſtay, 

| Nor bribe the poor Poſſeſſion of a Day. 

„ This Moment alters what was done the laſt; 

| And none can call again the Seaſon paſt. 


Ye fam'd Phyſicians, what avails your Strife; 
Ar Death's approach, to keep the deſtin d Lite ? 
When fcorch'd without, and all parch'd up within 


| The Body lyes, as Death's Alarms begin; 


When all the Moiſture that maintaind before 


Conſuming Nature, Fevers do deyour; 
Your healing Hands are all employ'd in vain, 
|| To quell the Tyrant, and to ſoften Pain. 


Thou haſt, 0 Death, 2 range deſpotick Pow r 15 


| Thou ne'er attack it but art a Conquerour. 
Before thy goſtly, venerable Throne, 
The proudeſt Monarchs lay their Glories down. 
To Thee, the Victor all his Lawrel yields, 


The Pomp of War; and Splendour of the Fields. 
ñ,, 
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To Thee, th' ambitions Man profoundly low, 

Is glad before thy awful Face to bow. 

To Thee, the Miſer quits his earthly Store, 
And crys for Riches quite forgot before. 

The Young, the Old, the Maſter and the Slave, 
Th' inglorious Coward, and the mighty Brave, * 
The learn'd and dull, the noble and the baſe, 
Tremble alike before thy hoary Face. 

One deſiin'd Period waits on mortal Man: 
Diſtinctions ceaſe when Life has ſpent its Span. | 


— <a: . — 
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Alas! what value all our Actions hare 

|  VUalefs their Virtues reach beyond the Grave? 
How wretch'd are thoſe that die before they live; : 
And never minded Time is Fugitive. 

| What Profit Beauty, Honour, and a Name, 
Since Death can, in 2 Moment, blaſt che ſame? 


Happy s the Man, who thro the Sea of Night 
Finds a ſafe Paſſage to cternal Light. 
Altho' the Tide a diſmal Horrour ſpreads, 1 
And dreadful Billows ſhake their threatning Heads ; | 


Tho! 


0. 


3 
Tho Nature ſtarts, and dreads to launch away, 


| Fears the dark Proſpect, and deſires to ſtay, 


Spins out the Time, and holds a long Debate "WEL: 


Unwilling to engage in a new State: 


Yet ruf d by Reaſon, ard enſur d by Faith, 
The pious Soul reſigns it ſelf to Death, 


Welcomes the Hand that knocks its Fetters down, 
And on its Bleſs puts an eternal Crown, 


Tho Piety and Virtue cannot fave, 


Let they prepare us for the gloomy Grave, 

| Protract our Views, and Open to our Eyes 
Delightful Scenes beyond the Azure Skies. 
The Soul inſpir'd by gazing at the Joy, 3 


The bleſt Reward, its vigour does employ, 


Breaks thro the Priſon of diſorder'd Clay, 


And ſoars on Eagles Wings to everlaſting Day: 


Thus after a ſhort Struggle did my F riend 


| Relign his Breath, and to his Bleſs aſcend. 


| 


| 


Upon the Borders of the fatal Flood: 


A while in Pity to the World he flood 


Think | 


„ 
Thinking on us, his high-born, generous Mind, 
Stopt ſhort, and ſeem d as half to Life inclin d. 
Bur ſtill in ſpite of all perplexing Thoughts, 
Of dear Compaſſion, and religious Doubts, 
His Soul, quite weary of our wretched a Earth, 
Reſolv d to ſeek the Heav'n from whence it had a Rirth, | 


S0 when a Trav'ler in a foreign Clime, 
5 Meets with ſome Strangers wondrous kind to him, 
And could with Pleaſure i in the Country dwell, 


Altho' reſolv d to bid at length farewell, 
*T wixt Joy and Grief diſtracted he appears, 


Tho' fond of his return, he bids Adicu with Tears, 


Py j 


What charm'd of late i is now a Nothing made, 
. uſeleſs Duſt in ſilent ruin laid. 

The Nerves juſt knoted into Strength are broke ; : 
| 'T he blooming Graces vaniſhed, like Smoke. 

As on the Meads the Lillies ſoon decay, 


Or whiter Snow i in Minutes melts away. 1 


His Soul, gor free from all rormenting Pains, _ 1 
Exults at large, and never more complains Ez 
He glories while we grieve, and by our uff ring gains, "2 


Alas! in yain we hop d he wou d arrive 


To hoary Years, who made ſuch haſte to live, _ 


& | 


Lament your Loſs, and own your mournful . 
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The Time that others only ſeem to Breath, | 

In which their Lives are little more than Death, * : 
He made his own, and, by true Virtue mod. 
For publick Uſe his fleeting Days i improv'd. 
Heav'n lent us all that Mortals could deſire, 


But ſoon did back the Principal require. po 
The Hand that ſeem'd to laviſh out our Joy, J 


To make us ſmart, did alſo ſoon Deſtroy. 
Juſt ſo the Skies appear ſerenely bright, 
And gild that Oak, with more than common Light, 


Yet tho}, bleſt Saint, we hail thy Happineſs, 
Pardon qur grateful Sorrow and Diſtreſs. 
How can we think of thine untimely Urn, 


| How dear you was, and not thine Abſence mourn? | 
me Permit that we condole our heavy Fate, 


To loſe ſo ſoon what Hear n beſtow'd ſo late. 
Ye Sons of Levi, Miniſters of Grace, 


Deep | be your Sorrows, as your Hopes v were high ; 
2 leaſt ſhow Pity to his Me. 5 


Ye 
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His Image ſill, in ef, will reſt. 


© - a 
1e Candidates for holy Orders, Mourn 

Tour Brother laid in an untimely Urn. 

With me lament the Youngſter's early Fate, 

And, mourning, envy not, but emulate. 


Wou d ye deſerve the Character ye aim, 
Learn from my Verſe, to copy from my Theme: 


Poor, Widow'd-flock, that throng'd | his Houſe of pray VT 


Fond of his Preaching, Happy to be there, 
Your former Love, by Gratitude, expreſs, 


Convert your Joys to Mourning and Diſtreſs. | 


Small is your Pain, compard with that we feel; 
Je ſuffer much, but more who knew him well. 


How Hhall his Country-men their Grief cxperls 3 


Great is their Loſs, and great is their Diſtreſs. 
_ Chiefly the generous Youth's, who felt the Blow, 


'To whom our Town and College ſo much owe, 
Who kind to Fo ox on all Occaſions prov'd, 


And were by him, as ye deſerve, beloyd, - 
Learn by his Death, and at his Virtues aim, 
Preſerve his Image, and defend his Fame. 


While Life and Thought remain within my Breaſt, 
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| O may bis Death my Life ſpiritua raiſe ! | 
I o may Timitate the Vireues that I praiſe! 


But thou, unhappy Partrer of his Bed, 


| Can't know no Comfort ſince thy Husband's dead. 

| Alas! How ſoon is all the Treaſure loſt, x 
Which you, the Envy of your Sex, cou'd boaſt? 

| Loanly and ſad you ſpend your hated Days, 
And Mourn the more you think how good he was. 


In Thee he hop d, nor did he miſs to find 


| Thar Help which Nature meant in Womankind. 


| Ofc have I heard him own that gracious Heav' u, ; 
| In Thee had more than proſperous Fortune givn 'n. 
| Now, happier far than in thy ſweet Embrace, 


He's rais'd, and bids you moderate Diſtreſs. | 


Your better Part is only gone before, 

Till you arrive the heav nly Realm t explore. | 
Purſue his Flight, the Goſpel is a Chain, 

: Which, if you hold it faſt, will entertain, 

| And be your Guide unerring to the Skies, 
| Where he's diſſolv d in endleſs Extaſics. 

4 Bear up young Widow, and diſpel your Care, 

Nor what ſhall be your furure Fortune fear. 

| 'The Providence that cloaths the ſenſeleſs Earth; 


* 
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| Gives Flow'rs and E and all T hings elſe a Birth, 
Whoſe 


2 in his Way, FA your various 3 
Contentment is the moſt delightful Feaſt: 
And he deſerves your Truſt, who orders Erents bel. 


Ere long the Cay we ſaw ſo Pale of late, 

. Shall ſhine more bright in an eternal State: 
' When the Arch-Angels Trumpet ſhakes the Ground, 
And to the Dead ſends Spirit with the Sound: 
When conquer d Death, his ancient Spoils ſhall . 
| And all Mankind ſtand Pannels on the Field: 
Amidſt the Crowd he ſhall diſtingaiſh'd ciſe, P | 
And aid the ſhining Glories of the Skies. Gu fot 
Till that Day dawn, in ſilent Slumbers reſt, W = ; 
Ye, facred Aſhes to the Worms a. Fealt. 
138% Remember, rn 

14 5 Is but a While committed to your Truſt: 
11 To every Part, be ſure thou ball prove 
They're all recorded i in the Regiſter above. 


The Work is done — and; now my faithful Muſe, 

| (Since for Thee henceforth ] ihal ne er have Uſe) ) 
Farewell, and reſt as dent as his Urn, —[mourn * 
Whoſe Fate thos, like the Swan, before TY 
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